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NEMO SOLIS SATIS SA PIT
We are not going to be unconventional about this open­
ing. We shall dedicate the paper to the readers and 
sacrifice it to the writers. This is the tradition: we 
shall bend to it. This was done last year with mag­
nificent success. The dedication was accepted with the 
alacrity with which we take the free, and the sacrifice 
was burnt in vain along with the splendid and almost 
tireless efforts of Mr. Bailey, who was rewarded for his 
pains with the martyr’s trophy—nothing. Mr. Bailey 
tried to dig at the root of the trouble. He had done 
everything under the sun—many things pleasant and 
most things unpleasant—in a supreme move to encour­
age fragments of thought. He failed, not miserably, 
hut almost completely. He tried the method of pluck­
ing fellows by the sleeve and coaxing material from them. 
He explained the procedure to me in his usual caustic 
fashion: “I corner and ask them to write just anything, 
and they compromise by writing nothing.”
The Tiger’s trouble last year was that the college was 
full of gentlemen—not thinkers. Mr. Bailey’s tactics 
were a pure illustration of doing—not what is right, 
but what is necessary. He thought that it was an intru­
sion upon pride and intelligence, and he wept full 
sore; but that isn’t an offense around here. It is preser­
vation.
Perhaps it will be different this year. Anyway, that 
is the proper—if not sensible—attitude a new staff 
bringing its fresh dreams to a paper should have. Op­
timism must be born—then slain. We have a huge staff 
which may or may not be splendid. We shall soon 
know. A staff is such a strange unit. It usually makes 
the loudest oaths and the smallest efforts found in breath­
ing units. But we have chosen the men with a fair eye 
on their outward show and inward earnestness. The 
task is rather sacred. It is a minor opportunity to do 
allegiance to school and race. I hope we shall realize 
this and do something about it.
The tailor-made snob and the intellectual ass do very 
much to crucify the campus writer. This might be a 
deserved end, hut the ambitions and inspirations of any 
individual seem in a strange way to approach the sacred, 
and shouldn’t be kicked about. But we look upon these 
writers with great lack of understanding. Writing, we 
of this petty campus world believe, has a leaning toward 
that which isn’t very soundly masculine. It would be 
fussy to defend the art at this point. We could say that
all the customs and conventions we so clumsily ape are 
down on paper. In fact, our whole stab at civilization 
lies there. But we must keep fingers from the hair in 
this our genesis. Then, too, we cannot direct all of 
our stones at the gentlemen mentioned in the early part 
of the paragraph. The writers are sometimes quite at 
fault. They want to write stories and poems and edito­
rials, but not literature. They read Hughes’ stories and 
Brown’s poetry, but never think of the deep late hours 
spent on a line or two for a few Negroes to bend over. 
\\ riling is working. Perhaps that is the catch, Mr. 
Bailey.
Now, all classes of college men are inspired, but most 
of them do nothing about it. The Freshman, usually, 
hasn’t had the sufficient training; the Sophomore is too 
busy resting from his Freshman labors; the Junior has 
to ape the Senior, whose superior intellect will not per­
mit him to do anything. This leaves a paper in a had 
way, with its only touch of hope in the breasts of Fresh­
men, whose arresting ambitions should be fused with 
the dormant facilities of the Senior to create an ideal 
student. The lower classmen don't know and the upper­
classmen don’t care that writing is a work of art. Writ­
ten things should be handed in for publication with a 
feeling of divine dissatisfaction. Ordinary dissatisfac­
tion won’t turn the trick. We must remember when a 
reader takes up a paper to scan something we have 
scratched off in our mad dash in the wrong way for 
literary fame and recognition, he is putting Shaw and 
Fauset and Millay aside for the moment to do us a 
favor. If we did, we would spend more serious time 
rounding the things out; or, better, we might toss them 
away.
A well-meaning gentleman decoyed me into his office 
with a pleasant smile. Then he alarmed me with: “Most 
editors of school papers don’t really seem to know what 
they want. They don’t seem to aim at anything. What 
do you seek for in your paper?”
I wanted to say something silly or funny or sad. But, 
on my guard. I mumbled things which perhaps sounded 
like this:
We want the paper to be a Voice and not an echo’, 
a universal sort of thing; a proving ground for writ­
ers (who need technique as well as inspiration) ; an or­
gan to meet the many tastes of the readers; an open 
house for intelligent criticism; and a man’s paper at all 
times.
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Student Opinion
THE CHALLENGE OE LABOR TO THE STUDENT’S 
INTEREST
By Charles R. Lawrence, Jr., ’36
The world over, one can see a definite change in the 
institutional structure of economic systems. Germany 
and Italy are fascist states. Russia has gone communis­
tic. We are not so sure just where Spain is going.
The United States has not been unaffected by these 
changing economic conditions. There are many forces 
at work trying to carry the system in their directions. 
There are some tendencies which cause some people to 
think that we are heading toward a modified form of 
fascism. Some tendencies are definitely socialistic in 
nature. There are also many forces at work in an effort 
to maintain the status quo. The many organizations 
which have as their aim the fostering of race prejudice 
toward Negroes, Japanese, Jews, and any other racial 
group that might furnish the required propaganda, show 
that there is really in America a hot bed for fascism. The 
tendency toward social legislation and governmental en­
terprise gives basis for believing that we are to some ex­
tent socialistic, while the frantic efforts to save big 
business are definite moves to save the status quo. At 
any rate, there has been for a number of years and there 
is still a great deal of unrest.
A large majority of the people of the United States 
are wage-earners. They are skilled and unskilled, and 
they represent all types of industrial and vocational pur­
suits. As students and potential intellectual leaders, il 
is to be expected that we take a wholesome interest in 
the welfare of the great hulk of the American people. 
All of the students in this college are members of a 
minority group. As is the case with a minority strategy, 
it is our duty to find ways and means by which we can 
touch the largest number of the group and do them the 
greatest good.
It is interesting to trace the modern labor movement 
in this country. It began in the latter part of the nine­
teenth century. In 1880, over half of the population 
of the United States lived on the farm. In 1920, four- 
fifths of the population was in the cities. The rise of 
the factories had much to do with this city-ward 
movement. With the transition coming about so quickly, 
one does not wonder that many problems arose concern­
ing labor. This was the time of the “great American 
individualism.’ Gompetition was ruthless. When a 
manufacturer saw that he had to cut down expenses to 
compete, he first cut the wages of his laborers. Labor­
ers suffered from poor working conditions and poor 
wages. Their standard of living was dreadfully low.
There were to begin with factors against labor organi­
zations. The workers themselves did not realize that 
they belonged to a definite laboring class and that the 
opportunities for their getting out of that class were 
very rare. The consciousness of a laboring class must 
prejudice some sort of labor organization. Youthful and 
pioneering America allowed everyone to think that he 
was a potential capitalist and a hirer of laborers. The 
“occasional osmosis from the laboring classes to the 
upper crust” that Perlman speaks of kept the laborers 
blinded to the fact that they belonged to a definite group 
and owed to the group to act together and try to make 
their conditions as laborers better. When other coun­
tries were having troubles, Americans were staking out
nice agrarian homesteads. Consequently when things 
got too bad for the laborer he could always go to the 
farm.
The early labor organizations were of various types. 
The Knights of Labor was one of the first organizations 
for labor. It was highly idealistic and very heterogene­
ous in composition. Anyone could join the Knights of 
Labor who was not a saloon keeper, a banker or lawyer. 
These three groups were considered the arch enemies 
of society by the K. of L. In 1881 the movement that 
was to be the American Federation of Labor was organ­
ized under the leadership of Samuel Gompers. Gompers 
organized his movement by crafts, which took in only 
skilled laborers. It was the organization for its time 
because the factory system was not nearly .so well under 
way as it is now and skilled laborers were more in de­
mand. Eor years any labor organization in America 
was looked upon as “radical,” which is in itself a great 
enough charge in America to turn public opinion against 
any movement. The employer class also owned the ma­
chinery of propaganda and consequently they spread 
such stories as the one that Union Labor caused higher 
wages which in turn caused higher prices. This caused 
John Public to feel for a long time that Union was 
an enemy to his pocketbook, and John loves his pocket­
book. Such an attitude on the part of the public of 
course made labor organizations pursue an almost ultra­
conservative course.
Let us take a very long jump to the Depression era 
of the fourth decade of this century. Twelve million 
unemployed! Millions suffering for the necessities of 
life. You have heard this story so much until you have 
almost hardened to it. Laborers suffered most. When 
salaried men received reductions in their salaries, labor­
ers lost their jobs. The American people and people 
the world over began to see the need for reserves for the 
relief of unemployd people. The present recovery move­
ment has placed more emphasis on the place of labor in 
our industrial system than we have ever before been 
willing to admit was needed. Section 7a of the NIRA 
is a veritable thorn to employers who have held antipa­
thy toward organized labor and collective bargaining. 
This section of this act gives labor the right to organize 
and bargain collectively with employers as to wages 
and working conditions.
Section 7a has caused labor to organize more than 
it has been wont to do in several years. But, as 1 said 
before, the A. F. of L. is constructed mainly on the 
basis of craft. That is to say, there are in the A. F. 
of L. strong internationals made up of men in highly 
specialized crafts, such as the Brick Layers Union, the 
Upholsterers, the Carpenters, and many other craft un­
ions. On the other hand, the employers with whom the 
union men must deal are organized industries. It is ex­
tremely difficult to bring forty different factions, often 
hostile to one another, together to bargain with one 
strong group. The present executive committee which 
controls the A. F. of L. has been long loath to change 
the structure of that body in fear of upsetting the polit­
ical machinery which is responsible for the positions of 
the members of the executive committee and the positions 
of certain craft organizers.
Nevertheless, at the convention of the A. F. of L. now 
in session the executive committee granted charters to
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industrial workers in the automobile industry, the alum­
inum industry, cement industry and other mass produc­
tion industries.
Let us hope that this means a real beginning of effec­
tive labor organization structure to meet the demands 
of modern industry.
As in most organizations, there is a strong “left wing” 
in the A. F. of L. which is pulling for a structural re­
form in that body. If this “left wing” continues to grow, 
there is bound to be a change in the structure of Amer­
ica’s leading labor organization. There is also a ray of 
hope in the large number of Fédérais organized under 
the direct guardianship of Section 7a. They have been 
organized largely on the basis of industry rather than 
craft.
The trends of American government have been towards 
a more social if not a socialistic form of government. 
In President Roosevelt’s message to congress on June 8, 
1934, is found this statement: “Next winter we may 
well undertake the great task of furthering the security 
of the citizen and his family through social insurance.”
Regardless of what is done, anything affecting labor 
is bound to alfect the country at large. Anything af­
fecting the country at large will effect the world. It is 
up to us as students and future guardians of the welfare 
of the common man to show a new kind of patriotism, 
not of a national sort built on the gun and bayonet, but 
a w'orld patriotism which will try to see the greatest 
good done for the largest number.
WHAT SHALL IT PROFIT A MAN?
In speaking of sacrifice, one could discuss that noble 
sacrifice made by our President and our teachers in 
leading the intellectual progress ol the student and for­
getting themselves; we could speak of those who have 
made many financial sacrifices towards the ad­
vancement of the institution, but we must forbear. 
The sacrifice that presents itself now has done so in the 
form of a specific. Namely, the sacrifice of a man who 
contributed to the athletic glory of Morehouse College.
1 can see him now, standing there beside his locker, 
slowly rubbing the sore spots caused by physical combat 
on the gridiron. And then, without grumbling or mak­
ing any note of discontent, I can see him leave the locker 
room, limping, weary, exhausted; yet not in vain (he 
thinks), for he is doing this for something he loves 
greater than himself—Morehouse College.
For three long years he gave the risk of his life for 
Morehouse .College. The other day he was kindly asked 
not to return to school, simply because he had flunked 
a couple of subjects. It wasn’t enough to take away 
from him the captaincy of the football team and declare 
him ineligible for competition; it was decided, to “kick 
him out of school also. All of this simply because for 
two straight years a teacher of English Literature had 
given him four consecutive F’s. One for each semester.
It seems to your humble scribe that the very fact that 
a student fails in the same subject four consecutive 
semesters means that something else besides the unpre­
paredness of the student has taken place. And that 
“something” points toward either the system or the in­
structor. I remember very vividly how this same in­
structor would cheer the football team and pat this man 
on the hack. Yet in the classroom it wasn’t worth his 
time to see that this same man learned his course. If 
the instructor had been interested, he could have taken
the situation in hand. (Even if it meant extra class 
hours.) But that interest in Morehouse College and the 
man was not manifested.
It must be a terrible feeling, though, for those who 
played a major part in causing this Morehouse man 
(and he was a true Morehouse man, if there ever was 
one) to be ejected from the institution he loved so well. 
Not only have they taken away one of the most valuable 
men of the football team, destroyed the morals of the 
team, and likewise assumed the responsibility for the 
failure or success of the current season, but they have 
robbed a man of his ambition to carry on.
I remember very clearly the conversation between this 
Morehouse man and myself as he was departing for 
home. Fellows, he was down-hearted, disappointed, dis­
couraged. Again he was rubbing over his sore spots; 
this time they were spiritual hurts. And then he went 
away. No harsh words for his Alma Mater; still not 
grumbling. But I did discover a note of something else 
as he departed. Something like the feeling one has 
when his best friend has turned him down.
The scene is Morehouse Infirmary; the time is one day 
last November. This same Morehouse man was lying 
on his back with a badly infected leg as a result of his 
football activity. A leg that could have “easily” de­
veloped into a serious case necessitating amputation. He 
lay there, through the days and nights suffering and 
making a sacrifice for his ideal of an institution. The 
other day when the time had come for Morehouse to 
retaliate, Morehouse had forgotten these things.
I wonder if those instrumental in the ejection of this 
young man knew about these sacrifices. Evidently they 
didn t. If they did, they certainly have hearts unlike 
those one would expect to find in a small Christian in­
stitution.
e all remember the saying, “It’s Morehouse against 
the field.” It’s Morehouse against Morehouse and the 
field. Tfiey make us wonder if all those who sing 
“Morehouse College” are Morehouse men.
Wherever this man is or what his future will be I 
cannot say. Rut as he goes along life’s way how can 
he help but wonder what profiteth a man who sacrifices 
himself for Morehouse College? What do you think?
MR. BRAZEAL’S TALK
In chapel a few days ago, Mr. Brazeal, our dean, gave 
two very fine brief talks on segregation, and how it 
affects the Negro student. The dean warned us against 
taking segregation and its prejudices for granted, and 
pointed out that our lack of vigilant militancy is greatly 
responsible for the momentum the thing has in the South. 
Rising above the unpleasant situations by putting into 
use a mental attitude and constantly ignoring places 
which spopsor segregation were two of the major solu­
tions with which Mr. Brazeal strengthened his beliefs 
about the situation. It was new light or. an old dark 
spot.
Morehonse makes no compromise with the issue. The 
campus is cosmopolitan. But the grief doesn’t end with 
our fence; ¡t begins there in earnest. It is a fight (when 
we do fight)—not for students, but for Negroes. And 
we who jorjst well with the thing mentally must think on 
those whose only arms are physical. This is a march 
we must ipa^e together. We liked your chats very much, 
Mr. Brazeal.
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Science Religion
MEDICAL SCIENCE HAS MADE ASTOUNDING 
PROGRESS IN SPITE OE SKEPTICISM
An outstanding physician once stated: “Well, if it 
comes to cures, I suppose you may reckon up all the 
diseases we can be said to cure on the fingers of your 
hand.” But if this be true, it would seem to be wholly 
inconsistent with the oft quoted story that there has been 
enormous progress in medicine during the last century. 
But, strange as it seems, the statement as given by this 
outstanding medic is not far from the truth. There are 
few diseases that a doctor can approach with an honest 
and confident assuredness of being able to cure.
Quinine is legitimately regarded as but little short of 
being a cure for malaria; thyroid extract as a cure for 
myxoedema; vitamin D for rickets; insulin for diabetes, 
and lier extract for pernicious anaemia. Of course a 
hypercritic might contend that even for these few dis­
eases we have no real cures but merely neutralizers of 
the most urgent dangers. Still I think that we may 
reasonably characterize a cure, a form of treatment which 
enables a person who would otherwise be disabled or 
even dead in the course of a month or a year, to live 
to the normal term in a state ol reasonably health and 
happiness.
But in spite of these facts, if they be such, none can 
disprove the undoubtable truth that medical science has 
made enormous progress and that a competent doctor can 
do far more for his patient than the wisest and best in- 
tentioned of his predecessors fifty years ago.
Let us look at a few of the outstanding facts. In the 
last fifty years the average length of life has very greatly 
increased, and the death rate has fallen by a large per­
centage. Of course, medical practitioners cannot claim 
all the credit for this undoubted hygienic advance; but 
medical science can claim the greater part of it.
Discoveries in medical science, like discoveries in all 
other fields, are in all sorts of ways. In the fifteenth 
century an adventurous sea-captain might sail his ship 
across the ocean without the faintest idea of where he 
was likely to arrive or what he was likely to see, and by 
sheer accident discover an island, or a continent, hitherto 
unknown to his fellow-countrymen. Many of the great 
discoveries in medicine have been made in the same 
way and not along dissimilar lines.
Presumably it was in this way that the value of quinine 
was found out by the Indian natives of America; and 
thus, also, we may be pretty sure, man first learned of 
the potency of the juice of the opium-poppy and of many 
other narcotics and intoxicants the reputation of which 
has persisted almost throughout recorded history.
Thus it was that Pasteur and Lister proceeded; by this 
means Banting and his collaborators gave to the world 
insulin, to the discovery of which thousands of men and 
women today owe their comparative health—and, in­
deed, their lives. It is by the use of organized inquisi­
tiveness and of critical analogy that the hygienic signif­
icance of the endoctrine secretions—thyroid, pituitary, 
and adrenal—and of the Vitimins, has come to be real­
ized. The medical art has only in small measures been 
able as yet to make practical use of these great discov­
eries; but a trail has been blazed, and we may be sure 
that men with their eyes in front of them will with in­
creasing eagerness press along it.
THE NEGRO CHURCH AS I SEE IT 
Henry Edward Banks, ’36
No fair-minded person will deny the fact that the 
Negro church is losing with increasing speed its once 
impregnable position of leadership and authority. There 
was a time when the dictions of the church were final 
and its mandates as binding as the Ten Commandments. 
The preacher held dictatorial power in the Baptist 
church and no one questioned his authority because he 
was "God s anointed and in his hand were the keys to 
the kingdom.
But those times are now no more. The Negro church 
has lost much of its prestige and power. Nor are the 
reasons for such waning influence hard to bind. Eor 
one thing, the Negro church in general has been unable 
to compete with the newspaper, radio, the cinema, and 
the lecture program in attracting college youth. Very 
few- of our clergymen are really informed on such vital 
issues as world peace, interracial co-operation, or com­
munism.
The second reason why the Negro church is losing 
ground is that it has abdicated the throne of leadership. 
While some of the noblest undertakings for the social 
betterment of the Negro is taking place outside of 
the church, the Negro church has lagged behind, and 
seemed to be primarily interested in taking wildcat ex­
cursions to heaven or in trying to prove the validity of 
impossible metaphysics.
I hope no one will mistake my attitude toward the 
Negro church because of my statements. I am not a 
pessimist. I have not joined the ranks of the 
prophets of doom to help swell the chorus of 
despair. But I am a realist. As one who is preparing 
himself for the ministry, I realize that no one is fit to 
occupy a place of leadership in any church who is so 
blind to actual facts as to cry “Peace, peace,” when there 
is no peace.
To win back its lost position of leadership and power, 
the Negro church must do three things:
Eirst, it must insist upon the development of beauty 
in its worship. Real worship is the most thrilling mo­
ment in the life of any man. It is a moment when a 
man is in communion with God. Ei most of our churches 
there is no worship, only “preliminaries” or “opening 
exercises” and the sermon. That is one reason why many 
people do not go to church; they hunger for wor­
ship. A glorious ideal cleanses the soul, resurrects 
life and washes the spirit clean, an experience that in 
times of adversities and disasters causes the worshipper 
Io catch a glimpse ol his surrounding mountain tops of 
difficulty covered with horses and chariots of fire.
In the second place, it must demand intelligence. A 
religion as fervent as that of the Negro without intelli­
gence may run to barbarism. A religion without intel­
ligence may sanctify ignorance. prejudice and aid bigotry 
with the halo of divine approval. There ought to be in 
our pulpits college men who, having been touched with 
divine power, are also disciplined in what Professor Bal­
lantine calls the “University Spirit. Reverence in the 
presence of truth and fearlessness in the face of human 
authority.” We ought to have men in our pulpits who 
try to see straight and say honestly what they see, men 
who are so alive to the supremacy of truth until they
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will be fearless of any other authority, counting courage 
a duty and hesitating sentimentality a sin.
Finally, the Negro church should insist upon an ade­
quate, social-minded leadership. We need more men 
in our churches like Julius Caesar Austin, of Chicago; 
J. Haymond Henderson, of Atlanta, who are interested in 
the economic, social, and religious development of the 
masses. We need fewer “theologians” and more religious 
statesmen, less silver-tongued orators and more prophets 
of social righteousness.
To perform an adequate service, more Negro churches 
will have to assume the position of being community 
centers—religious organizations dedicated to the task 
of doing social service work, promoting inter-denomina­
tional co-operation, development of the means of recre­
ation, public and private health, civic consciousness, and 
religious education.
My confidence is deep in the belief that the greatest 
days that the Negro church has ever enjoyed are not 
behind hut ahead. Every young student in the ministry 
with whom I have talked has spoken of his intention of 
being an intelligent, progressive church leader. Multiply 
the number of such high-minded young men and the 
future of the Negro church is bright with promise.
SYfusic
By Drew Days, ’36
The Orchestra and Glee Club aims to do its share in 
organization of Morehouse College, is off with a splendid 
start for what promises to he a banner year during the 
coming season. This organization boasts of its long and 
fruitful existence on the campus, having left behind a 
brilliant trail of rich tradition.
The present membership feels it an honor to carry on 
the work started many years ago, so it is putting forth 
every effort to live up to the accepted standard. A tho­
roughly interesting season is being planned by the execu­
tive body for the Orchestra and Glee Club, which will 
include an early annual concert on the campus, to be 
followed shortly by an extended tour. Details of the tour 
have not been completed, but all indications point to a 
trip to Florida, “the land of sunshine,” including such 
cities as Jacksonville, Daytona, West Palm Reach, Miami, 
Tampa, St. Petersburg, and Tallahassee.
The Orchestra and Glee Club aims to do its share in 
developing the all-around man by directing his talents to 
a profitable way of spending leisure moments. Re wise 
and secure membership in one of the eldest of campus 
extra-curricula activities.
INACTIVE CLURS AND FRATERNITIES TO RE 
DROPPED AT ARIZONA
Flagstaff, Ariz.—NSFA)—At the first meeting of 
campus executives on the Arizona State Teachers College 
campus it was decided that all clubs and fraternities 
deemed unimportant by the executives at the end of this 
year would he abandoned. The purpose of this move is 
to stimulate fraternities and local clubs to campus ac­
tivity other than social.
-—From N. S. F. A.
TOGETHER WE STAND: DIVIDED WE FALL
{This is the first in a series to be presented by Mr. 
Edwards.—Editor.)
A few years ago when Morehouse maintained a high 
school department, I was a student here, or rather, in 
the words of a statistician making a survey, I was a 
student, but the impression made upon me was that of 
being a member of one large and happy homogeneous 
family.
My school days were happy ones attended by joyous 
association with men from all sections of the country. 
Though our places of birth differed, though the environ­
ments in which we had spent the earlier days of our life 
were of different types, once we had become a unit in 
this great social structure called Morehouse College, in 
our minds was instilled an idea which assisted us in 
accomplishing our purposes. That idea was, “Together 
we stand, divided we fall.”
Once a man had acquired what we called that “More­
house Spirit,” it was forever instilled within him. Nu­
merous examples may be related of the courage display­
ed by Morehouse men in their attempt to keep the school 
colors always on top.
Unfortunately, I remained at Morehouse for only a 
short period during that time, a year to he exact. The 
path of my life led me away for a few years, away from 
the actual stamping grounds, but not away from the 
spirit.
Upon my return to the college in September, 1933, 
after a few observations, I discovered, to my disappoint­
ment, not a tendency to draw away from that pre-emi­
nent Morehouse spirit, but the actual existence of a new 
spirit, one of individualism, one of selfishness, one that 
is gradually dragging us down, down to a point where 
we can no longer claim to be men fighting in unison for 
one big cause, but mere creatures advocating the idea 
of the survival of the fittest.
It is up to us, we who are here now, to correct this 
most grave condition. It is in our power and we must 
not sacrifice this opportunity to make a contribution to 
the social progress of our race.
In the words of Tennyson:
“Arise, and get thee forth and seek 
A friendship for the years to come.”
—George H. Edwards, ’35.
RROW’N GIRL DEAD
Come not about her bed to say aloud
The little nice things that you failed to say 
When she was lost upon the tangled way 
Things cut out for her; dampen not her shroud 
W ith tears she would have used to make her strong 
Or shaped into an ever singing lark 
Upon her little swim from Dark to Dark.
Just bury her deep with only her young song. 
Youth has a way of being dead so long.
—Carlos.
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RHAPSODIC FANTASY IN SHADOWS 
By Bernard A. Edwards
Like an unpropitous eye of an oriental peering through 
a slit from behind a concealing screen, a reddish yellow 
moon that lay almost on the median of its convex hung 
inquisitively before my window as I read of the Moor­
ish dispersion from Spain and invasion into Negroland.
“Returning to Morocco to find this ancient patrimony 
in the hands of Arabs, and being forced to prolong 
their exodus into the south, they followed the Atlantic 
coasts and the Negro countries and became nomads . . . 
wandering about the great lakes on the left bank of the 
Niger ...”
As I paused to recur the earlier history and origin of 
the Moors, I could perceive, leering from the edge 
of the cone of light that imprisoned and protected me 
mist-like jinn, whose faint incandescence I could not ob­
serve in the radiant mooidight that illumed the rest 
of the room.
“Before the crescent moon of Islam threw its sub­
duing light over northern Africa, this same northern 
Africa was the world of the Berbers and included all 
those white people whom we have known under the 
names of Touaregs in the Sahaha. Kabyles in Algeria, 
Moors in Morocco and Senegal, and Foulbes . . .
“The Berbers are distinctly a white race, and could, 
if clad in European costume, pass unchallenged as 
Europeans. Berber women are intelligent . . . and when 
xoung are very pretty and graceful.”
To fully grasp the character of a thing the mind 
usually compares that thing with something that has 
been at some time included within its conscious scope. 
As I recalled these authropologic facts, a phantasma­
goria of smiles of this obtrusion of whites into Negro- 
land manifested itself before me like etchings in white. A 
vision of a white fluid flowing across a black plane 
glanced in the darkness outside the circle of light; then, 
white-tipped waves cutting hungrily into the black face 
of a cliff; a deluge of white mist rolling through the 
night; a vast dark country divorcing the aborigines for 
whites, like a native discarding his slave-wife for a con­
cubine.
Enraptured. I let words of caution slip through my 
lips:
“An ugly woman, bought a slave.
And firstly, chastely used a slave,
Is like a fawning, truckling whelp 
That at its master’s chiding yelp 
Curls its tail up to its navel 
And takes his whale or his cavil.
But if the master’s ugly. too.
\\ ith his amourettes far too few.
And oft to pleasure, a carnal crave 
He did cloy with his ugly slave;
Then, with prudence in deprave 
Did distinction on her lave,
Would not aorous Eros ask,
‘Is he not brave?’
If ever for another he condemned her,
‘Worthless knave’.”
Timorous shadows concealed themselves prone behind 
any object that would serve as barricade athwart the 
illuminating rays from the moon. Is not a shadow the 
habitue of the dark? Even a shadow sought to keep 
behind Leto’s body that with frantic gesticulations at­
tempted to express the rage of her elemental soul. As
she beat her huge breasts with black calloused hands 
and thudded the ground with great, gnarled feet, drops 
of sweat scattered from her body like pearls strewn 
from the hand that knew nothing of their value. Harsh, 
dissonant bellows emitted from a tongueless mouth as 
she assayed to voice a malign hate that in her clamant 
heart was like black waters flowing through a deep 
ravine, slowly undermining the steep acclivity at a 
twist. Grain by grain, fear of Lalla’s knife was being 
washed away. Each grain was a second of time swept 
away—then the murderous avalanche.
A hand disentangled itself from a massive head of 
coarse, black hair, sought over the dirt floor, and laid 
assuredly a damp, uncalloused palm upon a dagger 
whose annular hilt and broad blade concealed in the 
darkness simulated the coiled form and hood of the 
cobra of India hiding in the shadow of a cranny. Only 
the point, like the serpent’s immobile head thrust out 
in ambuscade, protruded into the square of pallid light 
that fell obliquely from a silvern disc through an aper­
ture in the roof and bathed the back of Nakan’s sweat­
ing body.
"Her slanderous tongue has been hewn from her filthy 
mouth, but her breath clamors out yet her envy anil 
malediction to me.”
Nakan made no comment, but breathed on jerkily 
through a mouth whose huge lips never cleaved, the 
lower one of which drooped away from the left corner 
disclosing black and broken teeth that filled that cavern­
ous mouth.
“Yet were it not for Nakan’s great wealth in gold 
and ivory and slaves, I would persist in Mouba’s ad­
vice. Then Leto could again share Nakan’s mat, breathe 
his vile breath, and bathe in his bestial sweat,” Lalla 
swore to herself. Then momentarily a vision of Nakan 
was transfixed before her. Beneath his vile breath a 
qualm swept her. She turned her face to one side to 
evade the chimera.
Mocking man. shadows Hit across the face of Earth, 
like actors on a stage. The author so fabricates bis 
drama that each actor traverses the scene into which 
the character that he mimics mingles, but neither blends 
nor stands out in relief as a cameo. And scenes of the 
drama are but miniature fantasies of fragments of the 
Existence. In the Existence, each being has been so 
moulded and so inset into the appropriate fragment that 
its nature and contour congrue with its environment. 
Ordinarily its individuality is not lost, nor usually does 
its personality protrude prodigiously above the norm. 
However, if the being be weak in spirit and void of voli­
tion. its character may be coalesced into the back­
ground and oblivion. If it be strong and assertive, it 
may compensate the norm, or sublimate itself to a 
higher plane. But. if it be foreign, it will cast a shadow 
of a different contour than the aboriginal element and 
stand out in sharp contrast as a silhouette on a white 
field.
With face turned to one side to elude the revolting 
image of Nakan. Lalla s face cast a well defined shadow 
on the mat beneath her. Athwart the blades of the same 
artist of transitory silhouettes was the profile of Mouba. 
half of whose shadow fell on the surface of the wall of 
the chamber on the other side of the court. He was 
asleep with his back against the front wall in the angle 
formed bv the two walls. His silhouette was clearly 
cast on the wall of the chamber. There was no sym­
metry in Mauba’s face. It was a discordant clutter of
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fleshy protuberances, a rhapsodic composition of feat­
ures. Melody existed in coloration.
Lalla’s silhouette was harmonious. Except for an inti­
mation of full, sensual lips, the distinct features were 
delicate.
Like the sudden, chill draught on a tropical sea before 
a typhoon, pleasantly perceivable and abruptly cooling, 
hut startlingly portentous, were the cool currents of 
dank air issuing from shadowy passages like the souls 
of dead black men fleeing from a mysterious effluvium 
that emanated in the bleached baked-brick edifices that 
housed the panorama of Timbuctoo, and pervaded the 
atmosphere of that barbaric enigma of Africa.
A disconnected dream pervaded the quiescent mind 
of Mouba. Visions of scenes that his eyes had glimpsed 
manifested themselves momentarily in his mind as do 
pictures when one glances through a profusely pictorial 
book—tusks of ivory on gleaming, black shoulders— 
dark, round spots forming at the foot of a shadow dang­
ling from a cross-pole like a fly in a web—an adultress 
driven from the mosque—Nakan being beguiled by the 
dissolute woman—a human tongue baking on the white 
sands beneath the white-hot African sun—blood oozing 
. . . —a scream like the shrill cry of a hawk beset while 




"Yeah,” said Jack, “y’know, Henry, this game is really 
an art. Did’ja see how easy I trimmed that guy back 
there a few minutes ago? The place is full of suckers 
just like him. But of co’se, y’see. yuh gotta know what 
you’re doing, and get technique. Year, that’s the word— 
technique. You gotta know how to work with precision, 
as I heard a guy say yesterday.”
Jack McDonald was a professional pickpocket. He 
was taking his friend, Henry, around the grounds of a 
circus that had just come into town, and was showing 
him the ropes. This was Henry’s first lesson, and he 
was already beginning to tire of Jack’s incessant tongue 
and air of braggadocia. He even wished sometimes that 
something would happen to take Jack off his “high 
horse.”
“Now,” said Jack, “yuh know circuses is full of us 
guys, and the cops is on the lookout for us. But yuh 
know they never would catch a guy like me. I’m too 
clever. I’m a smart guy, if I do say so myself. But I 
don’t brag much on myself.”
“No, not much,” said Henry.
“Huh?” demanded Jack.
“I said there’s not much chance of a cop ever catch­
ing you.”
“Oh, no,” said Jack, “no flatfoot will ever get me: 
It was born in me. It’s just my natural make-up. I ve 
just got talent to do this kind of work. And if you 
stick with me, kid, you’ll be an expert. It’s mostly 
knowing how to use your hands. You must develop 
your sense of touch—yeah, touch.
pick my pocket. I’m too sensitive, 
crawling up my leg on the outside of my pants. I tell 
you it was born in me. I must admit that I have this 
advantage over the guy who tries to pick my pocket. 
That’s why I’m considered the best—S-A-A-Y. what are 
you trying to do, pull a fast one on me. eh?” growled 
Jack as he caught Henry’s hand just as it started down 
in Jack’s hip pocket.
A guy could never 
could feel an ant
“I-er-er, well, I just wanted to test out your fine sense 
of touch,” said Henry.
“I see,” said Jack; “well I guess you see, now. It 
just can’t be done, Henry. No guy is smart enough to 
pick Jack McDonald’s pocket. But I see you must be 
convinced of what I can do. I’ll show yuh, then. Now, 
one of the hardest jobs of a guy in my trade is to know 
just who to pick for your sucker. Yuh know yuh can 
almost kick some guy in the pants and they 
wouldn’t feel it. Wait, there goes a typical there. He 
just passed us. Clumsy guy, too; he bumped into me. 
I can spot one a mile away. Now just watch my smoke.
Jack at this time caught up with the fellow, and in 
a very deft manner that proved his skill, he removed 
a bill fold from the fellow’s hip pocket. Jack triumph­
antly returned to Henry with the bill fold, and opened it 
to view its contents.
But as Jack opened the bill fold, he took a step back. 
If the expression on his face could be described, it 
would be something of a mixture of indignation, sur­
prise, and disgust. Henry came closer, and looked into 
the bill fold, still in Jack’s quivering hands. Henry 
immediately burst into a bit of wild laughter, for there 
engraved in gold letters across the top of the fold, was 
the name “Jack McDonald.”
THE CANDID SPECTATOR 
While the campus sleeps I am alone; alone-with the
happenings of the day. Some things are good, some 
things are bad, and some are in between. I smile upon 
the good and sigh at the bad, and those I cannot dismiss 
with a shrug I take arms against and by opposing hope 
to end them with your co-operation.
At a recent prayer meeting, the students voiced their 
disapproval to certain existing conditions. Their dis­
content was unanimous until common sense called them 
to co-operate, and then the majority became content. 
If only there could be developed a true sense of divine 
unrest among the students and the Negro people. . . . 
Don’t kick about a hall being untidy if you aren’t doing 
your part; neither be content with anything that has 
possibilities for improvement.
Last semester a member of the faculty was heartily 
applauded for having the initiative to correct a very 
distinguished guest in his pronunciation of the word 
Negro. I am amazed that some student bodies indulge 
recklessly and even pathetically in the corruption of 
the same word. Is it not obvious to you, college stu­
dents, that you are heaping upon yourself ignonimy 
which has served to retard the development of human 
personality.
. . But whoever shall say, Thou fool, shall be in 
danger of hell fire.” Jesus realized the sacredness of 
personality and warned strongly against any attempt to 
encroach upon it. The use of the corrupt form of the 
word Negro is just such an attempt. While on this mat­
ter of words, let us consider our speech and remember 
that it is not that which goes into a man’s mouth that 
defiles, but that which comes out.
Now to something I deem admirable. After the Fam- 
cce-Morchousc game, the returning Famcee team began 
taunting a group of band men and cheer leaders, stand­
ing on Robert Hall steps, asking for music. A cheer 
leader sprang out from the group and led the college 
song, followed by lusty yells for both Morehouse and 
Famcee. (.heer leader, I salute you.
D II. B.
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dpatter and fanning
FLASH! FLASH!
Well, the indoor party season is with us again, and 
bathing suits have been put away for the winter months. 
This is the time of the year when legs become a mystery, 
torsos and enigma outright fakes.
It’s great to hear davenports squeaking again, and to 
play pee-kus hoo-kus with Ma and Pa once more.
JUST A FEW THINGS TO THINK ABOUT—
Does Jeanette Hubert intentionally hald Y. M. C. A. 
meetings on Hobart Jackson’s calling nights?
Well, well, well! Dillard Brown and “Big Mouth'" 
Rogers have become so attached to the charming, the 
incomparable, the irrisistible personality of Clara Hay­
wood, that they can’t sleep nights. Hurry and make a 
decision, craved one; you’re in demand.
E. Phillip Ellis is really God’s gift to the ladies. In­
stead of taking one girl to a certain party, he took two 
girls to the party. But he returned from the party alone. 
He wouldn’t explain why, but 1 suppose he just didn’t 
want to be bothered.
John (Ham Actor) Young and “Parson” Brannon are 
really rushing a couple of Social School chicks. “All 
that glitters is not gold,” chumps.
A slight pause is called here, lads and lassies, to give 
a bit of take it or leave it advice to Marshall Jones. 
Nowaday, Marshall, when a young lady asks you how 
good you are, she doesn’t expect you to acquire a min­
ister’s reference.
Among the many couples gliding across the maple 
wood floor at the Morehouse frolic were Walter Peter­
son and Fannie Allen, Melvin Houston and Doris Pace, 
V. Trenton Tubbs and Mexico Hembrey, the illustrious 
Mr. Lowe and the sophisticated Miss Clara Ivy, “Jump” 
Webster and his old flame Alma Long, Giles Baugh with 
his pretensive accent and Maudlyn Stokes, “Dubs” Mc- 
Curine and Anne Cooper, “Red” McFall and Mildred 
McWhorter, James Smith and Anita Lain, “Preacher” 
Hall and Geraldine Allen, the Athletic Editor and 
Elaine Bethel. By the by, the reason for paying atten­
tion to the few above mentioned is, each had that I love 
you truly look in his or her eyes. (Music will do that).
Colonel Epps, veteran yet versatile broad player, re­
ported for duty Sunday night at the post of his one and 
only to find his love missing. She was seen later in 
the Capitol Theater, being comforted by the charms of 
another gentleman. She can’t do that. Colonel, can she?
The latest institution in the U. S. today is a home for 
unmarried fathers, located in Westchester, N. Y. Here 
the poor seduced unfortunates are protected from the 
buffetings of an unsympathetic world. When their 
period of rehabilitation is over they go forth once more 
to take their places in the outside world, heads high 
and spirits aflame with a will to succeed. What next, 
little man?
Again we have good old October with its harvest moon 
under which you lads and lassies can reap what you 
have sown. But I hope it won’t be necessary for any 
of you to sow what you’ve reaped.
Until next time. I remain—
—Your Monthly Commentator.
KR1SS KRACKS
Have you heard the story of the young preacher who 
was delivering his first sermon and had fixed up some­
thing eloquent but mixed it up slightly in starting? "1 
came to this church,” the young divine said, “to follow 
the footsteps of the master so far as the power is given 
me, to heal the dead, cast out the sick, and raise the 
devil.”
At the Famcee game a Western Union boy, tired and 
dejected, weaved his way through the crowd to the place 
where the band was watching that heart-breaking game. 
After the messenger boy got the attention of the director, 
he asked in a somewhat “given up manner,” “Do you 
know where I can find Mr. Rattlers?”
It used to be an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth 
when there was any fighting, but now-a-days it’s an eye 
for a leg and a tooth for a neck—Little Often Annie.
The absent-minded musician who blew his nose and 
wiped his flute is back in school this year.
Late this spring a little town in Florida was visited 
by a revivalist of the old school, and the way he could 
shout fire and brimstone punishment to the sinners was 
something to brag about. He was good at all times, but 
one occasion capped the rest. Just before he was to open 
service, he discovered that there was a large hole in the 
seat of his pants. His search for another pair took him 
to the wood-shed and there, hanging on a nail, he discov­
ered a pair that were rather ragged, but without embar­
rassing holes. He put them on and proceeded to the meet­
ing. Now, unknown to the good man, a tribe of 
wasps had become warm enough to show life and 
as he walked toward the pulpit the preacher began slap­
ping at the seat of his trousers. When he reached the 
platform he was dancing and slapping at a great rate.
Finally, at the end of his endurance, he made for the 
door, shouting over his shoulders at the mystified congre­
gation, “Brothers and Sisters, I’ve got the love of the 
Lord in my heart- but the Devil in my pants!”
SUE KNOWS HER SPORTS
When Morehouse seemed to have been losing ground 
at the Famcee game and all the Morehouse fans were 
gloomy, the cheer leader announced that in the W orld 
Series (baseball), played in St. Louis, Detroit had won 
10-4. Miss J. D., popular Spelman Soph, said (perhaps 
to put more misery into her Morehouse company), “I'm 
glad some football game is doing something today.”
Have you heard of the fellow who went to the show­
ers on Wednesday night, woke up Thursday morning 
looking for the Sunday paper?—Foo-Ling.
Many a college boy who isn’t an engineer has started 
a girl off on the wrong track.- Ima Wonderrin.
A lady, after giving a census reporter all the necessary 
information regarding the family, names, ages, sex, was 
asked by the enumerator what the political faith of the 
family was. She replied, “It is decidedly mixed. I am a 
Republican, my husband is a Democrat, the baby is W et, 
the cow' is Dry, and the dog is a Socialist.” “Why. 
Madam, do you say your dog is a Socialist? “Because 
he does nothing but sit around all day and howl.”— 
Joseph W. Fordney, Member of Congress, Mich.
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In cIShe
With the advent of autumn comes football, the king 
of college sports. The game is a good deal different 
currently now from what it was, but its charm, color 
and appeal have been perpetuated with each year. Year 
after year changes are effected to meet the demands of 
the fans as well as the participants in the actual con­
tests. The major change inflicted last year was in re­
gard to the forward pass. One incomplete pass over the 
goal line gave the ball to the opposition on the 20 
yard line heretofore. However, the initial pass over the 
goal line, incomplete according to the new ruling, car­
ries no such penalty, the second pass grounded in the 
end zone resulting in the touchback ruling.
Pessimism reigned supreme in the Maroon and White 
camp following the heartbreaking loss lo Famcee, but 
all in all, the Tigers should make a much better show­
ing as the campaign progresses. The team as it stacks 
up at present is wonderful, but lacks the co-ordination 
and the other general fundamentals, so essential in the 
molding of a championship outfit.
By viewing the prospects carefully, it is easily dis­
cerned that the coaches are blessed with an abundance 
of future stalwart linesmen and elusive backs. Haynes, 
Young, Davie, Oslin and Miller form a quintet of well- 
rounded flankmen. Brown, although he lacks experi­
ence and polish, is destined to become an exceptional 
performer at a tackle berth. McMeeu and Dawson 
proved their merit in the curtain-raiser with Famcee. 
The guards should be well taken care of with Capt. Mc­
Fall, the veterans Whatley and Baston, and Johnson 
sharing duty. The pivot position is causing much con­
cern at present as Alexander has yet to utilize his excess 
poundage to advantage. Marshall is a comer and should 
improve with every game. This position was quite no- 
ticably weak in the opening encounter. Webster is also 
available for duty at center. Among the backfield aspir­
ants are included Jones, Boswell, Scott, Green, McCurine, 
Ellis, Stephens, Myers and others too numerous to men­
tion. Lamar and Baugh, while not in condition for the 
opener, should see plenty of serice beginning with the 
Benedict fray.
Several logical explanations have been made by va­
rious sport personalities in an effort to justify the Tigers’ 
discouraging loss to Famcee in their curtain-raiser. The 
fact that the result was quite an upset goes without 
saying. It is also generally conceded that Morehouse 
possessed pent-up power in abundance throughout the 
clash. The wet weather prevented the functioning of 
our heralded aerial attack, as a slippery pigskin just 
can’t be hurled with sufficient accuracy. The writer’s 
interpretation lies in the fact that the boys lacked co­
ordination and team play, and sufficient drilling in the 
fundamentals of the game. However, all of these factors 
will be produced as the season progresses.
Whether the numerical increase in the coaching staff 
will prove profitable to the institution is a matter of 
discussion at present among patrons of the favorite col­
legiate sport. The staff is headed by “Ink” Williams, 
former Brown luminary and dependable flankman, who 
uses the unbalanced line in his attack. These assistants 
that round out the quartet of mentors include “Slim 
Ellis, “Hank” Archer and "Hip” Maise. FJlis and Ar­
cher are former Morehouse ends, each having made 
creditable showing on near championship aggregations.
Niger's
The “Ripper” was a dependable line plunger at A. U. 
for three years and concluded his career on the red hill 
as a member of the great ’30 combine. All three have 
had previous experience in the tutelage of aspiring grid­
iron candidates.
Just prior to the kickoff that was to commence athletic 
activities at the “House” for another year many inter­
esting observations could be made. The appearance 
of the largest opening crowd in several years was quite 
evident, as many spectators graced the stands and wit­
nessed the Tigers go through their preliminary warming- 
up exercises. Many alumni had saved a week’s earnings to 
travel to the Gate City and boost the Maroon and White 
entry in the bid for a good start. The conspicuous 
Morehouse band, the neatly clad acrobatic Morehouse 
cheer leaders, and finally the mothers, sweethearts and 
feminine friends of Morehouse men contributed no small 
part in adding color to the occasion.
Among the spectators was one Alex Reid, stellar all­
southern tackle during the last three seasons. At the 
conclusion of the fracas Reid’s fatigue was quite no­
ticeable, due to the fact that he had fought harder than 
any man on the field. His efforts were not physical but 
were contributes in the “Spirit” so characteristic of those 
who came under the influence of the Tiger’s paw.
RATTLERS BURY FANGS INTO TIGERS’ HIDE
Led by a crafty, tickle-toed signal barker who answers 
to the name of Everett, the Florida A. & M. Rattlers com­
pletely outplayed, outfought, and outscored an over-confi­
dent Maroon and White aggregation Saturday, October 6, 
at Ponce de Leon Park. The numerals at the conclusion 
of the festivities read 7-0.
With the Morehouse defense concentrating its efforts 
on the pre-game threat, “Bubber” Johnson, who was halt­
ed in his tracks, Everett literally stole the show as he threw' 
passes with deadly accuracy, booted long spirals with 
marked consistency, circled the ends, sliced off the 
tackles, returned kicks, and generaled his team superbly. 
By his scintillating performance throughout the conflict 
he marked himself as one of Dixie’s outstanding triple 
threat luminaries.
The field was very slow, as a result of Jupiter Pluvius’ 
effort to stamp himself as czar of the weather world, and 
power plays should have been the order ot the day. How­
ever, both elevens resorted to unorthodox gridiron tech­
nique—the Rattlers attempting to skirt the ends and the 
Tigers focusing their offensive tactics on a suppressed 
aerial attack.
Famcee won the toss and elected to kick with the 
Tigers defending the south goal. The boys from the Red 
Hill then completely outplayed the representatives from 
the “land of flowers” during the initial portion of the 
fracas with Jones, Scott, and McCurine leading the at­
tack and Haynes, Dawson, McFall, and Dixon perform­
ing advantageously on the defense. The one big threat 
of Coach “Ink” Williams’ charges was wiped out, how­
ever seven yards short of the double chalked line.
The concluding half was quite different. The invaders 
had the situation under their control throughout with no­
ticeable success of frequent power plays off their own 
right tackle and through center. In the waning moments 
of the contest Everett skirted the Morehouse left end for
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Cpaw
a first down on the 4 yard line. Three plays netted a loss 
of some 20 yards, which made a tie seem almost in­
evitable. Everett then, cool as the proverbial iced cucum­
ber, received the oval from the pivoter, faded back about 
19 yards, waited about thirty seconds or more to find his 
man, and flipped a looper to Thomas on the goal line for 
the lone marker of the fray. This same Everett place- 
kicked the extra point and the scoring was history.
Of special note to Morehouse followers was the return 
to form of John “Terror” Young as well as the inspired 
play of “Stubby” Jones.
THE LINE-UP
Morehouse (0) Florida (7)
Haynes ............ ... ........... L.E........ ........ Thomas
Brown ..... L.E....... .... _...  Brown
Johnson ... ............ L.G.......... ....  Faircloth
Alexander ........... ............  C............. ..... Braddock
McFall ................. ........... R.G....... ........... Lewis
Dixon .................. ........... R.T.......... ............... Ross
Young .................. ........... R.E......... ..........  Wynn
Mc( furine............. ...........Q.B............ ........  Everett
Jones .................... L.H.B........ .......  Thomas
Scott ..................... .........R.H.B.......... ........ Ingram
Boswell .............. ............F.B............ V illiams
Score by Period 1 2 3 4 Total
Morehouse ........... .......0 0 0 0 0
Florida................. ...... 0 0 0 7 7
Scoring: Touchdowns—Thomas ; Point after t ouch-
down—Everett.
Officials: Nicks (MBU), Referee; Clark (Morehouse), 
Umpire; Gunn (Hampton), Head Linesman.
Substitutions: Morehouse—Dawson, Marshall. Baston, 
McMeen, Davie, Green, Ellis, and Whatley.
IN THE TIGER’S PAW
Although many spectators were of the opinion that 
Young, Morehouse flankman, pulled a boner when he 
caught Boswell’s punt in the second half of the Famcee 
encounter, because Referee Nicks inflicted a 15-yard pen­
alty on the same play, in reality the play was not a 
bad one at all. The penalty was the result of holding 
in the Maroon forward wall. The only penalty for 
grounding a kick before it touches an opponent is the 
loss of the ball at the spot. To verify this fact one 
should refer to Section 6 of Rule 7, Article 1. “During a 
scrimmage the team in possession of the ball may punt, 
drop-kick, or place-kick, and the receiving team may re­
cover, run with, pass backward, or kick the ball. After 
the ball is kicked across the line of scrimmage (even
though it be partially blocked), no player of the kicker’s 
team may touch or recover it until it touches an op­
ponent.” Penalty—“For kicking team illegally touching 
the ball. Loss of ball to opponents at spot of the foul.” 
Thus, it is seen that whether or not the punt is touched 
illegally, the opponents are given the ball with no loss 
of yardage to the kicking team.
A soldier telling his mother of the terrible fire at 
Chickamauga, was asked by her why he did not get be­
hind a tree. “Tree!” said he. “There wasn’t trees enough 
for the officers!”
(■Behind the Scenes
ATLANTA SUMMER THEATER 
During the past summer Atlanta received very appre­
ciably a series of plays presented by persons associated 
with Atlanta University. Those responsible for such a 
monument are to be commended for their contribution 
towards setting a new precedent for the Little Theater.
Again we pay tribute to Miss Anne M. Cooke, who 
was responsible for the direction and selection of the re­
pertoire. We are deeply indebted to Miss Cooke, in that 
she has created an atmosphere of the theater in Atlanta 
University second to none in similar institutions.
Mr. J. Ross, a recent student of Yale’s school of 
drama, also assisted in the presentation of this series of 
plays and participated as Mr. Pirn in the play, Mr. Pirn 
Passes By.
Of note also was the appearance of Mr. Sterling Brown 
in one ol the casts. Taking part also were these members 
of the University Eacidty: Miss Anne Cooke, as the 
Duchess of Berwick, in Wilde’s Lady Windermere’s Pan. 
and Miss Billie Geter, as Candida, in Shaw’s play which 
bears the name of the brilliant heroine.
UNIVERSITY PLAYERS
This year marks the beginning of the fourth year of 
the University Players. And as we look back we are 
happy to say that we are proud of such a dramatic or­
ganization. During those four years much has been 
accomplished both in the training of students of drama 
and in stimulating interest in the Little Theater. \\ ith 
such plays in the repertoire as Macbeth, Lady Winter- 
mere’s Pan, Antigone, Sun Up, Redemption, and Hotel 
Universe, the players feel confident of the future.
This year the program for the University Players will 
be extended quite fully.
We must pause here to pay tribute to George Smith, 
a great fellow, a great actor and no doubt the best 
leader the organization will ever have. This year 
“Smitty” did not return and the organization must suffer 
because of his indispensable service. Wherever you are. 
“Smitty,” we pay tribute to you. Never shall we forget 
your untiring efforts in making the University Players 
a successfid representative of an ideal Little Theater in 
Atlanta University.
It has been rumored that Valaida Snow and her galaxy 
of sepia stars now showing in London will return to this 
country immediately because of financial mountains en­
countered by those sponsoring their appearances. Va­
laida will perhaps have to find her way in Harlem, 
since she left EEd Eox, manager ol the Grand Terrace 
Cafe in Chicago, holding the bag.
From Hollywood we are anxiously awaiting the film 
“Imitation of Life,” starring Fredi Washing and numer­
ous other sepia stars.
By the way, Mr. Pirn is going to pass through our lives 
again on the evenings of November 9 and If). The 
fluttering little fellow of the sweet disposition and bad 
memory has been loudly recalled by folic who didn’t see 
him during the summer and by those who did. Mr. 
Ross, you must blame yourself entirely for this.
Speaking of drama, what particular play would you 
like to see presented by the University Players? If you 
have a suggestion to make, send it (written) to the writer 
of this column as soon as possible. Until next time, 
then. I am dramatically yours, John II. Young.
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The portals of Morehouse College were flung wide as 
the famed institution entered its sixty-seventh session.
It readily appears that this might easily be one of 
the best years experienced by our school in a goodly 
long time.
A wealth of men from all points have assembled here, 
bent on the sole purpose of perpetuating the stream of 
well-cultured men which continually Hows from the 
"red hills.”
Collected as we are here, stolidly set on acquiring an 
education which shall render us better able to serve our 
fellowmen, we serve notice on the community to the 
effect that Morehouse College bears watching. With our 
eyes grimly fixed on the higher ideals of a pure life we 
are gravely determined to acquire, accomplish and 
achieve.
Once the student body is viewed from the standpoint 
of geographic distribution, it is not difficult to sense the 
seriousness with which all are absesses.
The enrollment totals 311, with 109 Freshmen, 82 
Sophomores, 59 Juniors, 54 Seniors and 7 special stu­
dents.
The states represented are Georgia, Alabama, Louisi­
ana, New York, Connecticut, Rhode Island, North Caro­
lina, Ohio. Massachusetts, Texas, Michigan, South Caro­
lina. New Jersey, Florida, VI ashington, D. C.. Pennsyl­
vania, Arkansas, Tennessee, Mississippi, Michigan, Okla­
homa, Illinois, Indiana, Virginia, West Virginia and 
Kentucky.
Aside from these we have represented here South 
Africa, Fast Africa. British West Indies and the Virgin 
Islands.
Georgia has the largest number of students—153. 
Florida comes next with 24. Alabama is third with 18. 
Other states are represented with varying degrees of 
intensity.
F. A. Haynes.
A WELCOME TO FRESHMEN 
By W. A. Allen, HI
Freshmen, in behalf of the Sophomore Class, I wish to 
welcome you to Morehouse campus. Most of you look 
very young, but we hope that you will absorb all that 
Morehouse has to offer without the waste of time and mo­
ney. We believe that you are willing to help carry the 
Morehouse spirit on, and fight for the college and its 
principles.
We were “crabs” one year ago, but we did not permit 
the obtrusions of the upperclassmen to get the better of 
us. We easily and quickly adjusted ourselves to the en­
vironment and displayed our several abilities. We are 
now trying to maintain and to better the standard that 
we set last term. Freshmen, you have the ability to pro­
duce self-control and secure the cheerful acquiescence of 
the upperclassmen. We are giving you a chance to exhibit 
your manhood, your culture, and your quality of self- 
control; do not deceive us!
Morehouse, being the only institution in the far South 
of its kind, has an enviable privilege of making men out 
of you. With all the opportunities before you that the 
college offers, Freshmen, what are you going to do? As 
you come near the date of 1938, more and more the re­
sponsibilities of the campus will pass into your hands. 
It will be up to you then, to uphold them so that the
SNews
name of Morehouse College will go on forever. You are 
part of the institution; so do your part by keeping high 
the Morehouse spirit.
Again, in behalf of the Sophomore Class, I wish to 
welcome you to Morehouse College.
THE HOUSING PROJECT
On September 29, Secretary of the Interior Ickes came 
down from Washington to make important history right 
beneath our very noses. He came down to dynamite a 
little red house in Beaver Slide and to begin the gov­
ernment’s war on slums. Five million dollars are being 
spent on the project in Atlanta, two million of which 
will go to put six hundred Negro families in better 
homes. We will not fully realize the sincere importance 
of this event until we become old enough to sit back 
and think on it; then we will more earnestly thank Pres­
ident Hope and the others who made it possible.
MR. LOGAN AND HAITI
A little over a hundred years ago the black population 
of the Island of Haiti was used in slavery by a few 
Frenchmen and Spaniards who had plantations and 
plenty of wine to drink. But these blacks didn’t sing 
spirituals through the night; they thought it would be 
wiser and more beneficial to climb into the thick dark 
hills, hold late meetings, and look for advice from their 
leaders, among whom was a young fellow we know as 
Toussaint L’Ouverlure. One night a boar burst into the 
circle made by the Haitians. Its throat was quickly slit 
by priests who caught the hot blood in a gourd, drank 
of it, and passed it to the others. The oath was made, 
the message drums began to beat, and white heads rolled 
from one end of the island to the other. This was the 
beginning of the Haitians’ fight for independence. This 
was over a hundred years ago.
In 1926 Mr. Logan went to Haiti. He was followed 
night and day, his hotel room was entered and searched, 
and his stay was made as unpleasant as possible. Mr. 
Logan, with his wife, returned to the only Negro repub­
lic in the hemisphere last summer. The place was warm 
and cordial; hospitality was about in its finest way; and 
Mr. Logan was granted the Presidential visit which was 
so rudely denied him during his previous stay.
The whole scene is changed now, the place is more 
wholesome. Southern representatives from the United 
States have been called home and replaced by gentle­
men. And the students have been taking an earnest 
mental and physical hand in the change. They don’t 
drink blood nor beat tom-toms, but they have their chins 
out and their backs up, their eyes and mouths intelli­
gently open; and they get things. (American Negro 
students please note.)
We thank Mr. Logan (whose spirit we should catch) 
for his splendid talks.
MR. LYTTON'S SHAKESPEARE
A few Fridays ago a Mr. Louis Lytton came on the 
campus with a bag of Shakespeare. For one hour and a 
quarter he jumped about the stage and did characters 
from most of the plays we talk much and know little 
about. Mr. Lytton was a bit annoying to those who 
know too much about the drama to like traveling trage­
dians; but to the rest of us he was all right. As usual, 
there were few Housemen present.
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CONGRATULATES
BAILEYS ASHBY THEATRE
Ashby Street, corner W. Hunter
(The South’s Finest Exclusive Colored Theatre) g
OPENING MONDAY, OCTOBER 29th 
October 29, 30, 31
CLARK GABLE and JOAN CRAWFORD in 
“CHAINED”
Coming November 1, 2, 3
MAE WEST and DUKE ELLINGTON’S BAND in 
“BELLE OF THE NINETIES”
WAlnut 1890 Residence Phone: WAlnut .‘>987
DAVID T. HOWARD & CO.
FUNERAL DIRECTORS 
Ambulance Service
53 Years of Satisfactory and Dependable Service 
71 Piedmont Avenue N. E. Atlanta, Ga.
RENT A BIKE
The Best Exercise on Earth for Young or Old 
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J. L. HOLLOWAY
JEWELER
Watches Diamonds Rings Silverware 
Class Rings and Pins
172 AUBURN AVE., N. E. ATLANTA
JAckson 7163 JAckson 7163
W. J. VARNER
Room 25 Graves Hall
Representing
QUALITY CLEANERS and DYERS
YOUR CLEANING AND PRESSING CALLED FOR 
AND DELIVERED
ALTERATIONS — REPAIRS 
769 Hunter St., N. W.—Corner Chestnut
Students! Patronize the
UNIVERSITY SHOE HOSPITAL
“Service” Is Our Motto 
Half and Whole Sole Specialists 
Prices Are Correct and Work Satisfactory 
W. J. ADAMS, Proprietor 
743 Fair Street ATLANTA, GA.
WE WELCOME YOU TO STOP AT
ECONOMY DELICATESSEN
233 Auburn Ave., N. E.—Herndon Bldg. 
All Kinds of Sandwiches—5c and 10c
Hot Plates—15c and 25c—With Drink 
Cold Plates—15c and 25c—With Drink
We invite you to visit our store and acquaint yourself with our 
Vast Line of Woolens
Suitable for Suits, Pants, and Overcoats 
Examine our High Grade Tailoring and Note 
the Snappy Lines and Finest of Every Garment.
CROWN TAILORING COMPANY
203 Mitchell St, S. W.
The House Where Satisfaction is Guaranteed
We Serve Only the Best
MRS. S. B. SUTTON
Catering to Parties, Weddings 
and Banquets
Phone JAckson 8341 312 Auburn Ave., N. E.
MAin 4132 MAin 4132
THE COLLEGE TAILORS 
CLEANING, PRESSING and ALTERING 
We Call For and Deliver 
Where Satisfaction Is A Certainty 
T. E. CAMPBELL, Mgr. H. N. NEALS, Agent
SPECIAL NOTICE
“IN THE SPIRIT OF MOREHOUSE”
The M. and M. Lunch Room is an institution founded on humanitarian 
basis, and is a sympathizer of struggling humanity.
We are featuring a special 15c plate three times a day and a 25c chicken 
dinner each Sunday from one p. m. to five p. m. We also make a specialty 
of 5c sandwiches and 5c and 10c short orders during lunch hours.
WE HAVE HELPED MANY AND WEHOI’E TO HELP MANY MORE
M. AND M. LUNCH ROOM




“A College Store” where students lunch and chat—An enterprise 
vibrant with the spirit of the new university and designed to 
meet student needs—Our lunches meet your budget—For that 
“something different” try our delicious Plate Lunch with Iced 
Tea for 15 cents. We also have a variety of toasted sandwiches.
Let our Registered Pharmacist fill your Doctor’s Prescription, 
while you wait.
We feature a complete line of Cosmetics and Patent Medicines 
at Cut Prices.
For Dormitory Delivery, Telephone, MAin 4114
University Book Shop
COLLEGE MEN, MAKE YOUR 
APPEARANCE COLLEGIATE
We wish to announce the addition of a new line of stock. Let us 
help you select your fall and winter apparel.
The Finest Material 
at
The Most Reasonable Prices
ATLANTA UNIVERSITY ADMINISTRATION BUILDING 
SPELMAN BRANCH—PACKARD HALL
